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At length my reed from its task may rest;
This service to me did it first suggest.
From his portal stir not, or east or west,
Let it be in this world thy refuge blest.
7Tis e'en as the gate of Heaven's array.

I have translated almost the whole of the next poem,
including the panegyric. This is quite the same as in the
qasfdas, but on account of the almost insuperable difficulty
of finding a sufficient number of suitable riming-words for
the satisfactory rendering of these, I have preferred to
illustrate the style from the following rnesnevf. The subject
is a garden, called Bagh-i Wefa, or the garden of Constancy,
which had been laid out by the grand Admiral Mustafi
Pasha, Nedfm imagines himself giving a description of it to
his beloved cupbearer.

A Description of the garden of Constancy:  the same

being in Laudation of the Admiral

Mustafa Pasha. [335]

O cupbearer, where is the bowl turkis-blue?

No time this, no time this for sloth, an thou knew!

Bespeed thee, so thou be my life, now's the tide 5

Then lose not the chance, for we're mounted to ride.1

Nor patience is left me, nor sufferance, nor might;

Have ruth, O have ruth, passing woesome my plight.

That sdeign-flushed demeanance, those blood-spilling eyne,

Those languorous fashions, that dark eye o' thine,

On such wise have wrought to inebriate me

That drunk, an it heard, e'en the wine-bowl would be.

Whoe'er might behold thee nor heart-smitten bow?

A Torment, thou Tyrant, a Torment art thou!

Ah what might I say3 when my eyes fell on thee

Anon passed away lore and language from me.

1 That is, our life is fleeing by.